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the instruments of a systematic idolatry of sensuousness,
I would hold it good statesmanship to blow every cathedral
in the world to pieces with dynamite, organ and all, without
the least heed to the screams of theatre critics and cultured
voluptuaries. And when I see that the nineteenth century
has crowned the idolatry of Art with the deification of Love,
so that every poet is supposed to have pierced to the holy
of holies when he has announced that Love is Supreme, or
the Enough, or the All, I feel that Art was safer in the
hands of the most fanatical of Cromwell's major-generals
than it will be if it ever gets into mine. The pleasures of
the senses I can sympathize with and share; but the sub-
stitution of sensuous ecstasy for intellectual activity and
honesty is the very devil.' But love is a force of nature,
and though the pitchfork be Shaw's, tamen usque recurret.
Moreover, the theatre has many stages, and on one or other
of them there is room for every kind of play, Shaw, there-
fore, did not succeed in banishing the goddess of love from
the theatre: he banished her only from his own plays. But by
proving to her that in the theatre's firmament there were
other stars, which, though colder, could be made to shine as
brightly as herself, he at least made her look to her laurels.
Two other things cumbered the stage as Shaw pitch-
forked merrily away trying to clear it of emotion to make
room for thought: Romance, and the 'well made' play of
the Scribe or Sardou pattern. These plays simply are not
true, the rational two-eyed Irishman declared, nor their
characters real. The heroes are nothing but heroic, the
villains nothing but villainous! Show me in life a villain
without finer moments or a hero without his weak spot. If
this is Romance, it is false, and I am out to kill it. Romance
at least should be colourful, and where is the colour in a
jigsaw puzzle in which some of the pieces have been dipped
in a bucket of whitewash and the rest in a jar of lamp-
black? Besides, I distrust Romance anyway; it's dangerous;
people may mistake it for Reality, and believing it, swallow
it whole. Do not mislead the people, for they are on a
pilgrimage, nor tempt them from the narrow way of truth*
Beware of this siren who, as the curtain falls and wedding
bells ring, cries out. And They Lived Happily Ever After!